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Introduction 


As a young reader i was fascinated by diaries, journals, notebooks of all kinds. Perhaps part 
of that attraction was that they seemed a way of telling your own story, remaking the world 
as you went on. “They” never have the final say in your journal. 

I grew up in a family that was shattered by mental illness and writing in a journal 
was a discipline and a way of keeping myself together; proof I could build an independent 
life. I was never big on recording my most intimate feelings or expressing myself. For me, 
the journal existed to help me let go and move beyond the emotional, interior world. I was 
so much mote interested in recording the flora and fauna of the mundane. Daily life was 
exotic to me. 

From the 1980s and on into the Naughts, I wrote in a journal, which I eventually 
transcribed into electronic format as a project to keep me occupied during the Covid-19 
pandemic lockdown. At first it felt like a self-indulgent pastime, certainly a little irrelevant 
considering world-events, but as I continued I started feeling maybe there was some value 
to the project. I decided to preserve them as archives, format them as PDFs and release 
them onto the Internet where anyone can search, download and use any of the material for 
projects of their own. 

To me, this journal is really an archive, portrait of an era as seen by one insignificant 
person. It’s the insignificance that is truly key here. I love the archives and records of the 
invisible lives that accumulate into social zeitgeists. Being a journal, it’s hit-and-miss what I 
wrote about, or had time to write about. Huge chunks of my life never made it to the page 
while there may be hundreds of words devoted to a movie I enjoyed on a hot summer 
night. I have not added any narrative arc or changed names to keep the journal as intact as 


possible. 


In such a long time span the journal volumes reveal a generation trying to find their way in 
the world; me and so many of my friends and acquaintances working contract jobs, going to 
community colleges to learn vocational skills. Spoiler alert: societal change, turbulence, 
employment issues, generational conflict were just as strong then as they are now. While 
transcribing the journals I also became fascinated by the rhythm of daily life, how periods 
of calm so often erupt into times of intense change. 

I have taken the original journals and reformatted them into chronological years 
that begin in January and end in December, and I have included a synopsis with each one to 
provide a little context. I preserved as much as possible the style and quirks of the original 
handwritten journals and only employed some light editing to correct place names, and 
obvious mis-spellings. 

These volumes are meant for anyone who is interested in the 1980s and 1990s, in 
archives, in the lives of young people trying to find a place in the world, in personal 
impressions of socio-economic-cultural events. This, of course, includes the introduction of 
the Internet to our daily lives. Please feel free to browse, reuse, recycle any of this material 


for your own projects. After all this time I still believe information wants to be free. 


Vol. 12, 1992 

Irwin Cotler lecture on international human rights — Glasnost Film Festival — Workplace 
politics — A 6" floor funeral — A particularly sadistic job rejection— St-Laurent street festival 
— Walking down de Lorimier — Earth from Space — The thesis takes shape — I pass my 


mandatory second language (French) exam. 
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[This journal begins with April 1992] 


April 22 
Irwin Cotler talk on international human rights and Canada’s role. Fred talked me into 
going and I’m glad he did. This lecture was sponsored by the Friends of the Library and 
held in Redpath Hall, old establishment McGill, high ceilings, great wooden beams and 
gargoyles; the set of Dead Poet’s Society. Lots of gilt-framed portraits of old boys. Lots of 
McLennan bureaucrats with their flotillas of flunkies. John Hobbins shambled around 
(Hobbinstein, as Cynthia named him), Hans Moeller pawing every woman in sight. After 
many speeches, Irwin Cotler finally stepped up to the podium. He has a youthful face with 
very sharp eyes, the youth and sharpness constantly playing off each other. He started his 
talk slowly, introducing it with reminiscences of his mentor, FR Scott. I wondered how 
different his talk would be, not being in a synagogue, not confronted by Holocaust 
survivors, what he would say to people who most likely believe in human rights the way 
they believe in God and go to church or shul. 

He recalled the events of 1989, Poland, Hungary, Czechoslovakia, East Germany, 
Soviet Union and said that already these huge events were being forgotten, swallowed up, 
and he was bringing them up in 1992, as memory. His speech built up until it became a fire- 
and-brimstone sermon! He leaned on the podium like a preacher, his voice rose, lowered to 
a hush. It was not the quiet overview I feared, nor was it “mushy liberalism.” He talked 
about basic human rights; the right of everyone to have food, the rights of children, 
women, indigenous peoples. He talked about countries in which people are needlessly 


starving, billions owed by Third World countries who can’t hope to pay back these loans. 


He cited statistics showing that since the fall of the communist states and breakdown of 
the Soviet Union, the Canadian government is spending more on the military. Like a good 
church service I felt swept along, cleansed somehow. I renewed myself to a mysterious 
higher power. It both shamed me and strengthened my conviction and commitment to 


living another kind of life. 


6K 


Picked up a Harper’s Magazine from work to read on the Métro. The issue included text 
from a speech made by Vaclav Havel. Reflecting on the end of Communism in Russia and 
Central Europe, Havel said it was an end “not just to the 19" and 20" centuries, but the the 
modern age as a whole.” The fall of the totalitarian states marks an end to “the proud belief 
that man, as the pinnacle of everything that exists, was capable of objectively describing, 
explaining and controlling everything that exists, and of possessing the one and only truth 
about the world.” 

Communism inflated the “technocratic utilitarian approach to Being” into the 
balloon of totalitarian absurdity, and Havel sees in it the failure of the modern faith in 
systems of control, the supremacy of the scientific method — and of abstraction. We can 
develop new control systems, new institutions, new acronyms, but without the 
transforming power of a new idea our efforts will not matter. Havel argues for a politics 
grounded in the texts of feeling and experience, and in one’s own conscience (something 
Cotler spoke very eloquently about). The most important things in Havel’s own struggle 
was sustaining “the courage to be himself,” and the constant practice of “humility in the 
face of a mysterious order of Being.” 

Lewis Lapham said, “But to Havel, and to anybody else who thinks in the direction 
of the 21“ Century instead of the 19", the passing of the modern age offers the peoples of 
the earth a chance to rescue themselves from their paralysis and inhibition, and with their 
newfound freedom of mind to deploy the forces of the moral imagination against the 
infantile wish for omnipotence. ... If so few (a Havel, Walesa, Yeltsin) can do so much in 
the arena of politics, think how much more might be done in the less easily occupied 


reaches of the imagination.” 


April 24 

Interesting day. Terry off for a few days. Ivan becomes a different person when Terry’s not 
around. His sense of humour emerges. He showed me an advertisement for the Fy Times, 
which is billing itself as “the most important voice of the world, all you'll need to read!’ We 
laughed and his face lit up, his blue eyes coming alive. 

Marsha called. We’re hoping to connect next weekend, which will be great because 
Mary Rose’s farewell party is tomorrow night. Cynthia’s contract ends next week (late April 
already and a McGill without Cynthia is a grim prospect. Marsha and I talked for two 
hours. She’s just finished her round of courses for the term and is beginning a year’s leave 
of absence, beginning her Gerontology placement at Kingston General Hospital. A prof 
asked her to be a research assistance, which could lead to a teaching assistant post, or 
future teaching in a Gerontology Theology class, a new one being developed in the 
program. New beginnings! 

Lots of gossip as well. Eileen’s first party since Sophia’s death, the outlaws’s (John’s 
family) dank “cone-of-silence” disapproval over Marsha’s leave. Ken is in France now, ona 
reseatch grant. Karen moved; Karen and Ken no longer live on Elm Street. We haven’t 
heard from them in a long time. The last time we talked to Karen was when we visited her 
at her work, saw the KPH Library and she told us she was pregnant. Marsha says she ran 
into Ken shortly before he went to France and when she congratulated him, he was rather 


abrupt and just said, “Big changes coming.” 


6K 


Jane Siberry guested on Murray McLauchlan’s CBC show. She dueted with McLauchlan on 
Four Strong Winds and pointed out how strange and scary the line, “Hope I get there 
before the snow flies” is. “It’s scary because I wonder what would happen if the snow got 
there first.” She sang some of her new songs in her quirky voice; long, mysteriously 
connected songs, that seem all at once abstract, mystical and intensely personal, rooted in 
everyday experience. I love the way a rhyme of children’s verse will slip into a song and the 


way it grows, deepens, sustained into a trance. 


She talk-sung some thrilling lines, “The quality of the blackness ... but it had a softness to 
it, like the absence of fear.” It seemed to me McLauchlan didn’t quite know how to deal 
with her as he was much less jokey and familiar with her than he is with a lot of his guests — 


who mostly seem to be old cronies. 


6K 


Mary Rose’s farewell party, held at her friend Linda’s in Westmount. I’ve seen so many 
Montréal interiors through MR. I visited the Westmount house where she worked as a 
babysitter /housekeeper, all the pretty rooms, the lives of young professionals we always felt 
we were eavesdropping on. Then her life opened up and she left Morrie after years of 
talking about it. She stayed for a while in Julia’s dark-wood apartment with the gloomy, 
inherited furniture. Mary Rose then stayed with Jane for a while, in Jane’s small film noir 
apartment with the headless dressmaker’s dummy dressed in Victorian costume. A 1930s 
interior that was also ultra-modern and chic. The rooftop party, the police, MR’s blow-up 
with Jane. 

Then MR stayed in the little house near Parc with the mysterious, somewhat 
rundown facade, looking like the exterior of a speakeasy. Beautiful old place inside, look 
and feel of a farmhouse, big bust of Elvis. We drank wine, toked, listened to the Pixies. MR 
and I roamed St-Laurent, our whirlwind tour of blues clubs, the Gypsy and the Foufonnes. 
Then MR stayed in that lovely warm-gold apartment near the Bagel Factory with another 
artist and a Belgian dancer, Véronique. Once again conflict. MR clashed with Véronique 
and she moved on again. She is living on Mariette now with another room-mate. All these 
interiors scattered throughout the city, little space stations, termini in MR’s life. I do admire 
her courage in opening herself to change and following her own path. 

Most of the people at the party tonight were friends she’s made through her new 
ceramics classes. She loves ceramics and thinks she has finally found her medium, that 
working physically with clay is a way of grounding herself. The party was an unabashed 
“This Is Your Life Mary Rose” assembly. Some of her ceramic pieces were good and it 
seems to me that she is developing more of a sense of humour about herself and it’s good 


for her art. 


I didn’t know most of the people at the party, which surprised me. This was a younger, 
rowdier and warmer crowd than MR’s other groups. The redoubtable Sondra was there, in 
full new-age regalia. Debbie was there, one of the first people I ever met through MR. I 
haven’t seen her in a few years and hardly recognized her. She looked fragile, distressed. 
She is divorcing Larry and that has turned into a nasty piece of business. Yes, Larry the 
Taurus, the obsessive-compulsive man who would never throw anything out. He is not 
letting her go either and pulls stunts like sitting on her doorstep. There’s also a custody 
battle. Debbie and I always got along well and I considered her the least new-agey of MR’s 
friends. We hung out together for quite a while, looking at the art on the walls, checking 
out the space-age microwave. Fun party conversation about family trees. She’s related to 
Mary Queen of Scots, but only illegitimately. I enjoy the quirky conversations that wisp 
through patties. 

Jocelyn came as well. How do I describe Jocelyn? Let’s just say I wouldn’t kick her 
out of my bed. kd lang would just have to move over. She is exquisite. She is also funny, 
blunt, charming, sharp and she has the best memory I have ever encountered. The last time 
I saw Jocelyn was at MR’s New Year’s Eve party. She remembered every single thing I 
spieled to her at that party and when Fred and I gave her a ride home. She remembered all 
my trials and tribulations at McGill, Terry and Ivan, Boris and Natasha. I don’t know 
whether Jocelyn is French or English. She has blurred gender and ethnic lines, not one or 
another but both. A shape-shifting androgynous quality to her. Yet also an almost military 
force in her bearing. Refiner’s fire. A strong-willed woman who can look like a beautiful 
boy. She dresses beautifully, a perfect creation every time P’ve seen her. 

Pred and I discovered she grew up in Beaconsfield in a house that was probably on 
his paper route. She went to Switzerland in her teens to work as an au pair. That may 
partially explain her beautiful mix of qualities. She can look achingly fragile and blow you 
off your chair with the most sarcastic left-field remark. 

MR quickly reigned over her party. She assembled everyone together, called us up, 
one by one, hugged each of us and described what we meant to her. She called me first and 
I joked about standing in front of the class to be reprimanded. MR said I was her first real 
friend in Montréal and talked about how I had been with her through the bad times with 


Motrie. 


She gave me one of her paintings, one of a naked woman I had admired years ago when 
she was living down the street from us, and just discovering her own identity and sexuality. 
She said the painting represented her pain as a woman but I really liked the vivid colours, 
the sharp lines, the breaking up of the flesh. The paintings she showed me that evening 
were breakthroughs, and that was when I knew she really had it in her, not only in her art 
but also in breaking up with Morrie. That evening I thought she was really going to do it. 
To me this painting represented change, transition, break-through and I was deeply 
touched that she had given it to me. 

She gave everyone a gift and a small candle. She turned off the lights. Each person, 
when they were called, selected a candle and MR lit it. Soon the room was filled with starry 
lights and it was like a beautiful church service; warm, intimate and magical. At one point, 
she displayed her new sense of humour by imitating a priest and saying, “Bless you my 
child.” 

After this ritual Jocelyn and I went out to the porch and shared a joint. She sat, 
back so straight, self-contained as a cat, a little isolated and alone. She said she was feeling 
hurt and trying not to show it. I asked if she thought MR was neglecting her. Jocelyn was 
hurt because MR said she was important because she corrected MR and because Jocelyn 
“knew what she wanted.” I wouldn’t exactly find that heart-warming either. Jocelyn said 
she was both hurt and embarrassed at being told that in front of everyone. I said MR is 
pretty much oblivious to the feelings of other, self-centred in the way a child is. I told her 
what she said to me when I was in the hospital with my jaw wired shut. I also told Jocelyn 
that it sounded as if MR considered our friendship as a thing of the past, talking about it 
entirely in the past tense. Jocelyn said her relationship with MR was always marked by 
power struggles. Yes, that too is Mary Rose. 

As usual at a Mary Rose party there was great music and dancing. MR and I are 
wonderful wild women on the floor. We danced in circles, did mock square dances, hooted 


and hollered to the music of Kashtin. 


We gave Jocelyn a ride home, just like New Year’s Eve. Quite a magical and disorienting 
drive over the mountains, utter dark stillness until you reach the look-out where city lights 
spread out like a galaxy beneath us. Jocelyn works in the area where we live. She hates it 
and thinks we should move. She even volunteered to help if we called her before the end of 
May. That is when she is leaving for Halifax to begin a program there. We dropped her off 


on a quiet street, where she lives beside a funeral parlour. 


April 26 

Glasnost Film Festival at the Musée-des-beaux-arts. Free! Entered through the auditorium 
entrance along a dingy roped-off passage with security guards stationed here and there. The 
whole city looks as if it is under renovation that has all been stalled. So many empty or 
papered-over store windows. The theatre was so dark but after my eyes adjusted I could 
make out the outlines of a few small elderly people. Caught the end credits of the first film, 
Cyrillic rolling down the screen, ancient mirror-writing in motion. I saw three films in their 
entirety. 

Adonis XIV (Bako Sadykov) A student short film from 1977, which had been 
banned for 9 years. It featured a goat named Adonis XIV, who is plied with sugar cubes, 
has bells tied to his horns and is trained to lead his herd to the slaughterhouse. The bells, 
which seem so innocent in the first scenes, when Adonis is grazing on a hillside, sound 
throughout the entire film until the little playful sound becomes ceaseless, ominous. Adonis 
bore a strong resemblance to a priest or holy man. Long dingy corridors, naked lightbulbs, 
sound of a buzzer, accumulation of banal details forming the horror of the slaughterhouse. 
I learned that lambs do scream, bellow, and it is unendurable. The film ends with the Pink 


Floyd song, “Time.” Very sinister and disturbing allegory. 


Highest Court is the documentary of a man who murdered a woman, both of whom were 
involved in a criminal racket. The man is judged a severe threat to society and is sentenced 
to death. Intense and intimate, much like a Simenon novel. Filmed in grainy black and 
white, the destiny and loss of control in all the old rooms and corridors if institutions, from 
the courthouse to the prison. Even the few outdoor snow scenes look closed in. Snow- 
covered trains pull in and never leave again. The film is influenced by Crime and Punishment 
and the book is mentioned in it. It takes its own time and you get the idea of excruciatingly 
long waiting periods, then endless and no-way-out trajectory between courtroom, prison 
and cell. At one point the prisoner, Valery Olguv is given a tape made by his fiancée to 
listen to, and although the recording continues and the scene is played out for the audience, 
her words are meant only for him. We do not hear them; we see only the prisoner’s facial 
reactions to her taped words. 

The film seems designed to show the humanity of this criminal, based on 
Dostoyevsky’s notion of the “holy sinner,” and the documentary film-maker asks questions 
that could be asked in court and by society. “Your father won a medal for his work on the 
[P?] Project. Did you have no desire to follow in his footsteps? Did you have no desire to 
participate in the creation of projects to enhance the lives of others?” The camera is fixed 
on Olguv’s face the whole time, and it could have been society asking the questions. There 
was this odd juxtaposition of the Soviet state and the film-maker’s own biases and 
complicity, shown through the intense, sympathetic and intimate focus on Olguv himself 
and his responses. 

The Evening Sacrifice, Alexander Sokurov. This was my favourite of the three films 
and the most abstract. I noticed in all three of the films the close attention paid to the small 
sounds, the mechanisms of bureaucracy, bells, buzzers, background voices. Use of sound 
particularly important in this film. Sounds of movement, muffled roar of the crowd, the 
sound of an ambulance trying to make its way through the crowd. The film was made in 
the black and white of old photographs with traces of colour like hand-painted portraits, 
and so you have no idea what time period this crowd is assembled in, nor what the event is. 
The crowd seems happy and the camera focuses a few times on a troika of skipping people 


dressed in indeterminate styles. 


Clusters of people forming, reforming, breaking, showing spaces, flowing again, massing. 
Slightly blurred and distorted sounds of popular Russian folksingers mixed with rock and 
opera. All this music superimposed, competing with each other like several radio stations 
coming in on one frequency. The bewilderment and fatigue of deepening evening, when it 
starts to cool at the Midway and you’re a little crcowd-weary and your senses are overloaded 
and the force which has driven all these people together is waning and the crowds are 
dispersing, being replaced by more dangerous night groups. 

The multi-track sound is sustained throughout the film and the crowd continues to 
move, separate and reform into a huge single organism. To me it’s a visual display of the 
break-up of the Soviet Union with all these competing and co-existing sounds, musics, 
nationalisms of the spirit. The Russian opera singer manages to make himself heard, but 
only barely, over the rock and folk music. An entire society in flux. 

I left after this film and stepped outside into a real parade making its way down 
Sherbrooke. Parade floats of Indian women in bright, beautiful saris, men in turbans, small 
children laughing and making peace signs. One float with a few turbaned men on it and 
cases and cases of pop (soda), some cans opened, some closed. It was just like the movie. I 
did not know what this parade was about, the pop cans were completely inexplicable. 
Official vehicles scurried along the side of the road. Muffled music and crowdsound, 
exactly as if I had stepped into the movie, only instead of the hand-tinted old-photo colour 


of the film, this was bright technicolour. From Kansas to Oz. 


6K 


From Foucault, Cultural Critique: 

“Develop action, thought and desires by proliferation, juxtaposition and disjunction 
and not by subdivision and pyramidal hierarchization ... Prefer what is positive and 
multiple, difference over uniformity, flows over unities, mobile arrangements over systems. 


Believe that what is productive is not sedentary by nomadic.” 


“Administrative thought is centered, over-codified, carried out by scribes, priests and 
functionaries; accumulation, uniformity and totalization are the goals of this thought. 
Nomad thought exists on the periphery as a mobile network bent on decodifying, on 
slipping out from under the totalizing structure that the administrative spirit would like to 


put firmly in place.” 


6K 


At the end of the work day Ivan showed me an issue of Punch. On the cover it says “THE 
END.” The back page contains the date with “DOOMSDAY” written beside it. Yes, after 
a century of publication, Punch is folding. “This is what’s happening everywhere,” said Ivan. 
“All things must pass.” He is an intriguing man, loves Spanish literature because of its 
realism, and he has a very logical view of the world. 

He also has a fine sense of humour and occasionally jokes with me about some of 
the journal titles, such as Swicide and Life Threatening Behaviors. He drew cartoons one day 
while we were both opening the mail, and joked about creating a “For Whom It May 
Concern stamp for the bosses” when Martin Cohen’s birthday card was passed around. I 
once asked him how many languages he knows and he said you can only know one 
language, but he thinks of himself as fluent in two: Russian and Spanish. Yet he can work 
in English, Italian, German and French. I’ve heard Kathy Watt ask him how to spell words 
in English and he always knows. 

My position is impossible. I know the job but P’m a casual and as such, an outsider. 
Both Ivan and Terry are cagey old survivors and polar opposites in personality, outlook, 
appearance. I like them both and find myself being pulled constantly back and forth — and 
they both have their tactics. I wonder if Terry really thinks Pll write a book about him and 
if it’s that which gives me the little bit of leverage or immunity I do have with him. For 
Terry does tread lightly with me. He doesn’t speak to me the way I’ve heard him speak to 
Brenda or Iro. Maybe it’s simply because I have no power as a casual and can’t threaten his 
job in any way. I think Ivan likes me because he sees me as a writer or academic of some 
sort. But what a landmine it is being surrounded by intelligent people doing menial jobs. 


And all the conflicts: Terry-Ivan, Lynne Murphy-Ivan, Lynne-Terry. 


10 


April 28 

Finally saw Silence of the Lambs. Even mote layered and complex than I thought it would be, 
going by the reviews. It was very disturbing but in different ways than I imagined. First 
there was Jodie Foster’s intensity, the directness of her gaze. Directed by Jonathan Demme, 
the film is full of his characteristic totems, close-ups on black aides and wardens working at 
the Bedlam where Hannibal Lector is originally caged. Demme takes his use of totems even 
farther than in his other movies, developing it to its most violent extreme; the mutilated 
human bodies that resemble mannequins. 

Buffalo Bill is a disturbing gay image and I now see for myself why the movie is 
controversial. Bill, a transvestite, seems to be part of Demme’s museum of totems. He 
plays on fears transvestites can evoke, shape-shifting, the man who takes on the trappings 
of a woman but is not really a woman. This veers dangerously close to the ethos of freak 
shows and wax museums. Demme’s totems exist on the outskirts of society, in a hinterland 
close enough to evoke fear or unease, not close enough to ever become familiar. Demme 
seems to sue Buffalo Bill’s transvestism to provoke a deep irrational fear. In Sz/ence, Demme 
explicitly uses actual museum, dinosaur skeletons, specimens. Lighting and close-ups of 
Bill’s exhibits are like Svankmajer. The specimens in jars, the Bedlam cells, Buffalo Bill’s 
pit, similar Victorian classification/specimen/science images. All of this feeds a deep terror 
that goes beyond the actual events of the movies. 

The camera doesn’t comment on the presence of black people and people of 
colour in this film, but juxtaposes them with the mannequins and other totems. They are 
present, in the background, a potential threat, something subconscious that could mobilize, 
increase, gather force. Seems atavistically racist to me, missionaries afraid of the cannibals, 
white fear of a black planet. Most memorable of all for me are the riveting scenes between 
Hannibal Lecter (Anthony Hopkins) and Clarice Starling (Jodie Foster). They are the heart 
of the movie for me. Foster is thrilling when she gazes right back at Lecter. There is a deep, 
disturbing intimacy between the two right from the beginning. A riveting, disquieting film 


on many levels. 
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May 1 

Marsha and John visiting for the weekend. The four of us went to Amelio’s, a second 
Amelio’s which opened on the corner of Milton and Pine. Dark and homey, cottage- 
country feel. Seemed we ordered everything on the menu and washed it down with 
champagne. Got into a very odd conversation about sex, brought on by Marsha and John 
arguing over whether or not their friend Bill is gay. Marsha says he is, latently, at least and 
John vehemently denied this. He is unable to imagine homosexual sex but finds lesbianism 
intriguing. He said he’d love to be a fly on the wall watching two women make love, how 
they actually do it. John really enjoyed our jokes about vegetables, trains, bicycle seats and 
hot baths. P’ve never seen him enjoy one of our conversations more. 

I love talking with Marsha about theology and _ spirituality. I admire her 
independence. The contrasts between us are interesting. In spite of her independence she 
approaches theology from such a solid, insider background. Growing up in such a large 
chutch-going family, her new mother being a minister. When Marsha says she does not 
belong to a “faith-group,” or declares she is not a christian, it is an act of rebellion for her, 
an assertion of independence. I admire that. But she is so inside the tradition at the same 
time and her rebellion to me often seems to be a very typical questioning. Religion is hers 
to reject. 

I do not come from the same starting point. My beliefs don’t come from rebellion 
or tradition. My position comes from the outside, very little family, not much religion 
except for the choir and the Nazarene church when I was a teenager. That may have been a 
bit of a rebellion. Did I filter religious and social conditioning out when I was young? 
Marsha grapples with things I have always accepted, believed or taken for granted. We 
form an interesting junction from opposite directions. She also sometimes makes me 


realize how unusual I really am. 
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May 2 

The four of us tootled over to Mary Rose’s moving away sale. The apartment was in 
shambles of course, everything laid out with masking tape prices. Memories, creations, all 
the old furniture MR had taken with her from the apartment she shared with Morrie. She is 
still in contact with Morrie, he was going to be picking up some stuff. Their official divorce 
has just gone through. She was forlorn, shaky, naturally in a half-empty apartment which 
looked huge resonating with footsteps, voices. Bleak, low-grade day as if time had turned 
inside out and it was really the second of November and rain was struggling with snow in a 
stalemate. Stark, tree not yet green, strips of leaden grey-brown. State of post-winter, not- 
rain. The apartment was a nowhere grey, caught as the weather itself. 

Mary Rose was also upset because Jocelyn had arrived earlier and demanded return 
of an att book. Apparently Jocelyn had said some cruel things to MR about their 
friendship. She said she wished Jocelyn could have just been honest and open about her 
feelings a long time ago instead of laying all this on her on this unsettling day. I did think it 
seemed as if she showed up like a spiteful fairy on a moving day when people ate stripped 
down, winkled from their homes and vulnerable. MR didn’t go into detail but I presume 
some of the things Jocelyn said were along the lines of what she told me at the party. I have 
no doubt of the terrible sting Jocelyn has, the sarcasm and bluntness she is capable of. 
Proud, refined, disciplined ferocity. 

Mary Rose gave me one of her ceramic bowls. I had offered to buy it but she gave 
it to me as a gift. Rejoined Marsha and John although I felt as if I was abandoning Mary 
Rose. I kept looking at the little bowl she had given me, unable to resist touching its 


iridescent almost liquid blue. 


+k 
Held a little dinner party for Marsha, John, Gail, Ravil, Cynthia and Matthew. Fred 
prepared lasagna and salad for eight, efficiently, with an easy grace I can never manage 


when cooking for other people. 
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Marsha and I went for a long walk through the neighbourhood, past regular single-family 
houses and past those funny little cube houses, which either stand detached or connected 
in a row like train cars. “Danger, Attention aux chiens” signs posted everywhere. Marsha 
talked about her insecurity over John’s job. She is worried and angry that he is doing 
nothing to upgrade himself and is not looking for another job. The prison for women in 
Kingston might close and John is assuming he will be transferred to another government 
department, keeping his same level, salary, benefits, etc. She pictures him being transferred 
to Halifax. 

Marsha’s need for security goes deep, as deep as her independence and the two 
forces are always in tension with each other; one step forward, one step backward. Water 
dowsing the fire, fire boiling the water. One is as big a part of her as the other and you 
can’t really know her without knowing that. Sharon knew that, but she interpreted the 
conventionality and security as being Marsha’s true self, while the independence and 
freedom were put on as rebellion, or because Marsha is afraid of intimacy. I think both 
coexist at once. Of course Sharon was right about Marsha wanting desperately to get 
martied. This visit, Marsha has talked a lot about having kids. But I really do think both 
impulses coexist and ’m not sure if there’s any such thing as a “true self.” 

After we returned, Marsha lit into John, both about a window he hadn’t replaced 
and about not looking for another job. I didn’t know if I should play intermediary or beat a 
hasty retreat. The last time they visited Marsha got really upset at John, yelled at him and 
slammed the door. John said she threatened to take the bus back to Kingston that night. 
Luckily our other guests arrived and cut off any potential reenactment. 

Gail, Ravil, Cynthia and Matthew all arrived together. Really pleased to meet 
Matthew, the man Cynthia is going to propose to. He is usually out of town, out of the 
country with his band. Fresh-faced, wide-open, very nice and courteous. Cynthia is right — 
he does have a feminine quality. Matthew and Fred hit it off and those two guys, on little 
cat feet, moved our Ikea tables into the library room. I had the chance to use the old 
dishes. Quiet sound of rain on the windows, long glimmerings. We talked about car trips 
with our fathers, then an interesting talk about theology, especially between Marsha and 
Cynthia. Cyn has a whole store of knowledge, rivalling Marsha’s. My favourite people 
assembled together. The evening passed so very quickly. 
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6K 


Banking machines are portals, points of entry into a virtual global city. Activated by the 
insertion of a plastic identity card into a slot you log on to the system. There is a moment 
of tension, the pause as the computer examines your account (qualification for admission). 
Located in antechambers deep in bank branches; an automatic door buzzes you in. Your 
activities recorded, correlated, made available to an enormous invisible government of 
credit agencies, back office computer banks and endless media connections. In ancient 
Egypt, gateways to the afterlife, included in funerary architecture, were depicted as narrow 


slits. For some reason, bank machines seem like a really huge development. 


6K 


Lunch with Gail. The situation at Howard Ross Library has been become chaotic since 
Jane left to take a seven month position in Systems. I had always thought the workflow at 
HRoss depended far too much on one supervisor’s authority ad the library has been a 
sinking ship since Jane left. Dorothy is currently acting supervisor and is “blissfully 
oblivious, insensitive and just plain stupid as a supervisor.” Worst of all is Louise Colby. 
Her life, which has been on the edge since I worked there, is falling apart. She has filed for 
personal bankruptcy and has even borrowed money from a loan shark, plunging this little 
McGill branch library into a world of shady deals and underworld thugs. 

Bob has decided not to let Louise take a turn at being supervisor and the position is 
now being divided between Dorothy and Gail. Louise is trying to manipulate a young 
casual and has borrowed money from this poor mark. I am the only one Gail can confide 
in as I am the only one who was there when the crisis first started, and the only one who 
shares Gail’s concerns and suspicions. We are certain cocaine is behind it all. Rocky, 
domestic violence, beatings, loan sharks and even an abortion — or an alleged abortion. 
Louise is a master at manipulating people, pulling them into her world, getting them to 
sympathize with her, especially the young ones. Cynthia had lunch with her a few times and 
after each lunch she would rant about the way Louise was being treated. In short, Louise is 


a con artist. 
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But I feel bad about the lost potential. Bob gave her a bad performance evaluation and she 
deserves it. If she could only pull herself together I think she could be a good supervisor, 
much better than Dorothy. Louise is quick on a work level. She’s had to be to cover herself 
for so long. She knows the procedures, is good at showing how something is done. She is 
generous. I also think she hero-worshipped Jane and Jane’s leaving really destabilized her. 
Louise is good at pointing out mistakes without Jane’s rigidity of moral superiority. I really 


hope things get better for her. 


6K 


The Addams Family back on TV. Love this show. Terry once overheard me joking with 
Steve from the mailroom about Lurch, a nickname we have for Ivan. Terry really needed to 
find out what the joke was, so the last time he had to stay home with one of his sons, he 
tuned into it. He has become a big fan and makes all kinds of jokes, pulling the cord, 
saying, “You rang, sir.” Terry at his most humorous and likeable. Pll never tell him the guys 
in the mailroom call him “Danny De Vito!” 

To me The Addams Family is a perfect rendition of British colonials living in an 
ancient mouldering mansion, occupying their time in an endless round of bizarre leisure 
activities. Instead of sipping pink gins under ceiling fans they bowl, trampoline, fence, 
nurture man-eating plants, etc. Gomez dressed in a pith helmet, his “old sports” and “old 
mans.” He could have done a stint in Burma. The insouciance of the Empire, hup hup 
wot? Then there’s the ever-so-accomplished Morticia, a product of generations of fine 
breeding, her talents as specialized and part of a hothouse culture as hand painting tea cups, 
embroidering samplers of the royal family, collecting Chuck and Di figurines. I get a lot of 


fun reading all this into it. 


eK 


Everyone in the Acquisitions department huddled together. When Kathy and I went to 
investigate we learned that George Bonkowski, who receives the mail, committed suicide 
by carbon monoxide poisoning. His wife, Joanne Hay, who was suing him for divorce and 


taking their children, found him in her parents’ garage. 
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He and I didn’t have much to do with each other at work but we used to smile, gesture and 
make comical faces at each other, especially over Brenda’s afternoon lunacy. I learned how 
all alone he was in the world, how extreme his isolation. He never talked to anyone about 
the divorce. He only ever once asked Emile if he could get Joanne to be reasonable. Helen 
told me his father kicked him out when he was a child because he was deaf. Joanne’s 
parents took him in when he was ten years old and they were raised as brother and sister. 
They married each other possibly because George felt he would never find anyone else. 
This poor man probably never felt he had any choices. Everything he had in his life 
centered around Joanne and she just took, took, took. I am trying not to let my dislike of 
Joanne colour the story. It’s tragic enough as it is. But we all liked George and detest 
Joanne who has manipulated people all her life to get what she wants. She was always 


yelling at George in the mailroom. 


May 21 

Terry drove us to the funeral parlour in Dollard. Hot hazy drive. I was wedged between 
cipher Lynne Murphy and high-strung Jadwiga. Lynne was quiet but any time she did say 
something Jadwiga would pounce on it. At one point Lynne and I smiled about something 
and Jadwiga demanded to know why Lynne was “laughing.” I just sat there in camouflage 
pose. Lynne made another sniper comment about my “friendship” with Ivan. Terry 
wondered if we should have called Ivan. Someone said he was on vacation and that he 
usually goes to Toronto. To make an attempt to join the conversation I said he hadn’t gone 
anywhere last year. Lynne said, “This little one knows more about Ivan than I do.” I was 
struck by this curious mixture of tenderness and little dig. 

We passed two cemeteries on our way to the funeral parlour. Lynne mentioned her 
husband was buried in one of them. Lynne married a Moslem man and dresses in long 
skirts and wears a headscarf, a North Americanized religious look. Her husband was killed 
in a car accident; a logging truck. She kept introducing this subject throughout the day, but 
then she would back away from it and I wasn’t sure whether or not she wanted to talk 


about it, or whether she just wanted us to know she has suffered tragedy. 
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This is the sort of devious self-assertion, passive-ageressive jockeying for power she does in 
so many ways. Kathy once told me she thought Lynne was a depressed woman. I know 
what she means because there is a kind of bitterness in Lynne’s humour, her humourless 
laugh, a long dry wind moving through grass. This is also how she moves. You don’t 
actually see her in the department, you detect her, catch glimpses, a rustle, a patch of light. 
Terry, who is intuitive in his own insecure way, jokes about her being in the CIA and calls 
her “Big Sister.” 

Open casket. I was standing beside Lynne and said I could never get used to open 
casket funerals. Lynne glanced at me and said she knew exactly what I meant, that it was an 
invasion of privacy. Interesting and disturbing funeral. It was so much Joanne’s production. 
The whole ceremony seemed to have been rigged to focus on providing Joanne with 
comfort. No religion seems able to come to terms with suicide. Interesting to see the deaf 
community present. Someone spoke while an interpreter made sign language, beautiful 
fluent gestures which really made me realize on an emotional-intuitive level that it is a real 
language. 

The biggest surprise was how evangelical the funeral was. Of course I knew that 
Sylvia, who worked at Howard Ross, was a born-again christian. She read her Good Books 
and did her devotions on her breaks. I didn’t know Joanne and George were part of that 
scene. An evangelist spoke at the service and did not say one personal word about George. 
In fact, no one spoke about George. The sermon was all about the bereaved finding 
comfort through Jesus Christ. ?m guessing that is an christian strategy for dealing with a 
suicide, but it still seemed strange and cruel, erasing George from his funeral. 

Surprisingly nice afternoon in Serials. Terry, Iro and I talked, just talked all 
afternoon about George and the funeral, about Terry’s kids, who he calls his “treasures,” 
about everything under the sun. It was as if we really needed to talk and it was so 
companionable. Terry said the funeral was very upsetting because all of us had gone for 


George but it had been a party for Joanne Hay. 
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May 29 

Went to Kingston. Picnic along the Soulange Canal, brilliant green grass, blue-geen water. 
Clouds of shadflies all along Highway 2. Arrived at Hamilton Street before Marsha and 
John. Fred read in the backyard. I went for a walk along Princess Street and met up with 
Marsha who was returning home from her placement at the Kingston General Hospital. 
What she’s doing is fascinating, this new role of spiritual guide, counselor, minister. On one 
level it makes sense. Certainly a wonderful way to use her gift of personality — and 
egalitarianism. 

She has already encountered dysfunctional families in crisis situations. It also tests 
her own duality between the traditional and her rebellion. She, who vociferously claims to 
not be a christian, now prays with people. Her own god, or concept of god, is such a 
mixture. Her voice is unique, original, and as more and more people of our generation age, 
people who did not grow up following conventional religious practices, the more valuable a 
voice like hers will be. Interesting to hear how Marsha’s own language has changed, the 
way recovery terminology has crept in. She attends and leads discussion encounter groups 
where emotions are explored and she described her friend Deb as “fighting demons these 


days.” Interesting. 


eK 


Visited Karen in her new duplex, near Marsha and John’s house. She had moved while Ken 
was in France. Ken returned from France and is now delivering a paper in Prince Edward 
Island. Ambitious man. K and K have a nice two-story place, full of character. Very Karen 
and Ken-like. Three cats have plenty of room to roam and they have a room for the baby 
and a study for Ken. 

We (mostly Fred and Karen) talked about work. We also talked about the Rodney 
King verdict and the riots. Karen talked about the way the lawyer made it look as if Rodney 
King had been the aggressor, as if he held all the power over those cops although the 
brutality of the cops showed on video for the whole world to see. An incredible act of 
mind over matter, a reversal of visual evidence and also reason and logic to acquit those 


brutes of all charges including excessive force. It was a good talk. 
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6K 


Marsha gave a large dinner party; she and John, Fred and me, Bill, Karen Gagnon, Peter, an 
artist who paints landscapes of Lake Ontario, Marilyn, Matthew and their daughter Karen, 
Deb, Pat and John’s sister Pat. The food was wonderful as usual, but the party fizzled right 
from the start. The few conversations that sparked did not catch fire and I found myself 
flitting from cluster to cluster, feeling homeless. I wanted to leave and go for a walk down 
to Lake Ontario but figured that would be a little rude. 

Bill again brought up “The Aunt Marjorie Chamber.” After all these years he is still 
writing this screenplay and every time I see him he gives me an update. Bill is frozen in 
time, livinf with his mother in that polished brass palace. He is perfectly preserved and 
there is something piercingly unfulfilled about him. He has no concept that story was 
written when I was in my early twenties and I have moved on since then. It simply doesn’t 
engage me any more. In fact, I don’t think anyone except someone in their early twenties 
could really enjoy it. When Bill asks me what my intentions were I honestly can’t 
remember. Bill is one of those perfectionists for whom time stands still while he gets one 
detail right. 

It seems to have taken him a long time to decide the screenplay should be written 
from Crissy’s point of view. To me, the only interesting thing about the story is Crissy’s 
subjective viewpoint and I am not going to guess why he would have considered changing 
that. It seems odd that a cool, cautious and critical man like Bill would be spending so 
much time on a story that seems antithetical to his nature. I figure it’s because he thinks it’s 
marketable. As Marsha says, “Why does he hang around with us so much if he doesn’t our 
life or our friends?” 

Karen Gagnon sat on a stool looking a little isolated and vulnerable. I overheard 
her telling someone that although she missed Ken when he was in France she never lost 
the feeling he was close to her and how that feeling sustained her. Am I wrong in thinking 
her positiveness and pragmatism is laced with something fragile? I wonder if I will ever see 
Ken again. Fred, Peter and I started an interesting conversation about Europe but the wind 


shifted and that went out too. 
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Later, some of us went to see a play at the Domino Theatre. I can’t remember the title but 
it was a lively and engaging farce. I love live theatre and am not critical. A set, any set 
reminds me of playing house as a kid. I love the creativity that goes into set design, the 
objects selected in order to convey the world the characters come from, the things chosen 
to represent their lives. It was a rainy night and for some reason it seemed very dark, a 
sense of urgency and threat, complete contrast to the brightly lit square of stage. Later that 
night I heard Bill not only disliked the play but held Marsha and John personally 
responsible for his lousy time. Then Marsha regaled me with all the catty things he has said 
about her friends. Fred and I are apparently bizarre, or we dress bizarrely, or both, or 


whatever. 


June 4 

Serials meeting this week. They are excruciatingly awful, a department of people who don’t 
get along in one room. Terry at his most childish and egocentric, power-struggling with 
“Mother Superior.” While sitting there listening to Terry throw us all to the wolves, I 
started doodling some cartoon faces. Ivan leaned over and drew one and it was excellent. It 
looked like a rather ferocious symphony conductor. Certainly put mine to shame. His lines 
so much more definite and skillful. An accomplished man, I think. Of course I paid for 
that. 

After the meeting Terry had to find out what Ivan had drawn and, since the world 
revolves around Terry Tsiampouras, the drawing had to be of him. Terry claimed it was his 
nose. The trick to working with Terry is to not get lulled into a false sense of security by his 
genuine charm. To recognize early on that he is wholly self-centred and insecure and not 
allow yourself to be hurt by it. 

The same might be said of Lynne Murphy. She passed by and made a crack about 
Ivan and me passing notes in class “oops — I meant a meeting.” I may have expressed some 


exasperation because she hastily added that it was “good to see him smile.” 
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6K 


Kathy asked Ivan what he was planning to do with his Pay Equity (Pay Iniquity) package. 
He said he was going to pitch it “straight into File 13.” Kathy asked if he was a member of 
MUNASA (McGill University Non Academic Staff Association). When he said no, she 
warned him that he wouldn’t get any protection from them if he boycotted. (Kathy is 
planning to boycott. Hooray!) Then he said, “What can they do? They can fire me.” He 
turned around in his chair, laughing, and Kathy laughed too. That was a taunt if Pve ever 
heard one. 

Later, Terry nagged Ivan about claiming a 1989 membership directory. Ivan had to 
call Blackader Library about it and they knew nothing about this directory. When Ivan got 
off the phone he said he had been working on this one thing for two hours, no one would 
want such a thing as a 1989 membership directory and the whole thing was a waste of time. 
After Terry left for the day and Brenda went off to the stacks to look for this item, Ivan 
told me about a story he had read about a man who had worked in a bureaucracy for so 
many years that when he retired he had to follow the same routine, a cup of coffee at 
exactly the same time, opening the mail and filing reports about what he did during the day. 
Then he asked me if I had ever read Ii des pengouins by Anatole France. When I said I 
hadn’t, he told me I should. His gestures became very expansive, that hidden passion 
surfaced and he quoted something from Cicero at me. 

Brenda caught the beginning of our afternoon conversation and I have never seen 
her look so surprised. I’m rather glad she was still around as it makes me feel I didn’t just 
imagine the whole thing. After Brenda left the floodgates opened. We talked about work at 
first, the automation and he said, “this isn’t a life, this isn’t living and when you consider 
how outside there are trees ...” I’ve never met anyone who has so completely separated his 
work from his life. It comes out in his silence, his empty desk. He won’t use the 6" floor 
bathroom (maybe because of Terry) and goes instead to the Redpath Cafeteria. I even get 
the feeling that his taking the stairs and never the elevator is also an act of passive 
resistance. I saw him in the Métro one morning taking the escalator like everyone else. So 
it’s not for exercise. Everything he does, or refuses to do, is designed to show his disdain 


fot work. 
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We talked about literature and language all afternoon. His knowledge of French is vast and 
I had to scramble to keep up with him. We ranged from Anatole France and de 
Maupassant to Henry Fielding, Beowulf and Shakespeare. He talked about Spanish writers 
I can’t even name (except Cervantes). We talked about Provencal and the troubadours and 
romances and their influence on Cervantes and his invention of the modern novel. The 
way Shakespeare threw everything into his plays; all the Arabic influences. 

Then he became more philosophical, or I should say more theosophical, and talked 
about Madame Blavatsky and her student Annie Besant. Then we headed off into how the 
Bhagavadgita influenced literature in ways no one would been able to predict. Speculated 
on how these influences travelled so many miles. He is familiar with religious or spiritual 
literature and said he thinks a lot about various forms of spirituality. The breadth of his 
knowledge and memory astounded me. He speaks to Esther, Jadwiga and seems to like 
Kathy, but I think Iam the only one who has heard him talk like this, Language, literature, 
spirituality. Passive-aggressive resistance colliding with intelligence, pride and some 


arrogance as well. How long has he been shackled in that department with Terry? 


June 13 

Pred and I went for a drive to the Riviére Rouge. Hudson with its stone walls, gardens and 
churches could easily be one of those British enclaves described so thoroughly by PD 
James. Very much like Cape Porpoise in Maine, a transplanted and fiercely defended ideal 
of the green and pleasant land. Dual sort of day, on the one hand a perfect late spring day 
with blue sky and vivid green leaves and grass, small houses afloat on vast reaches of land. 
Although strawberries were not quite ripe the earth was saturated with their scent. But 
there was a haziness and distant storm-warning in the air, so it seemed that when I looked 
out the window again, the sky would be showing another, secret side like a real emotion 


flickering across someone’s face at a party. 
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At times the two sides of this day would exist at once, superimposed on each other. The 
grass would be so green and solidly rooted into the earth, the leaves so bright and defined, 
the valleys filled with colour and shapes, while running parallel to it, the river was grey-blue, 
otherworldly. The trees on the other side of the river so fine and indistinct and motionless. 
Two planes of existence side by side and the one so impenetrable. 

Stopped at Finnegan’s Market to see Toni and Eric’s t-shirt booth. No one at the 
market could gauge the day. People were packing up and then returning and unpacking, 
unable to decide whether or not to buy a table for the day. Shifting, indecisive feeling, as if 
all of a sudden the day would show its true face and no one wanted to be unprepared. 

Picnic by the river near Hawkesbury. All along the Rouge Rover the sense of two 
days, two lives, two worlds existing at once, side by side, as if I could only see the true 
world through a screen, always on the other side of the divide. Timeless, seasonless. The 
reality of our drive could at any moment slip into a timeless dimension, a world where all 
the names of things had drained away, a world both too ephemeral and too dense to be 


penetrated. 


June 21 

St-Laurent street festival. Felt like a vacation. Poked through some stores for the first time; 
Warshaw’s combination department store and bazaar. Found a brand new bookstore that 
managed to look both European and Vermont-like at the same time, with a little sign that 
said “Bookseller” on it. Excellent journal selection — even some titles ’m not familiar with 
(which is pretty amazing considering where I work). Fred picked up a beautiful Inuit 
journal. I was most impressed by the way French and English books were interfiled on the 
shelves, and in equal quantity. It’s very sad that here in Montréal this is a novel concept 
when it should simply be the way it is. This bookstore is near Welch’s, which has moved 
from NDG to St-Laurent. God knows why they moved. I find them churlish and parochial 
and I hope this new store clobbers them. Of course I stopped to browse at L’Androgyne 
where I picked up a pro-abortion (anti-anti-abortion?) button. Then a delicious sausage 


sandwich at La Vieille Europe. 


24 


Later went to see Work in a tiny space on St-Dominique. Needless to say, the title attracted 
me. It was even better than I hoped it would be. A one-man show, written, performed and 
produced by James O'Reilly, consisting of three monologues in which he played Jim the 
Waiter, Jim the Garbageman and Jim the Copywriter. It mixed morning rant, alcohol- 
induced spiel, good literature with thrilling articulate sentences and stand-up comedy. The 
monologues and personae were absolutely right, catching the edge of hysteria created by 
every day black humour, sublimated anger and resistance that grows out of low-level jobs 


(or maybe all jobs). His riff on the Jane-Finch corridor was funny and heartbreaking. 


June 22 

Life With a Star (Jiri Weil) almost too painful to read. I can only bear reading small sections 
at a time. The voice of Joseph Roubicek is so human and the focus is on the day-to-day 
sensations and emotions of deprivation, loss, arbitrary brutality. Fear, despair and 


endurance are integrated right into the words, the structure of the sentences. 


26K 


Pred’s Aunt Lynn in town. Dinner at Eric and Tont’s. Toni harried with April and dinner 
preparations — Fred’s mother drives her crazy. Toni is more dutiful than I am but she is not 
a doormat and a great deal of impatience and exasperation lie behind her good humour. As 
usual, Marria tried to dominate the proceedings, making various weird pronouncements 
and trying to pick fights with Aunt Lynn. Marria repeated criticisms Oma had made of 
Peter (Lynn’s son and Fred’s cousin) and ruffled Lynn’s feathers. Usually she just tries to 
go along with Marria but this time she had her dukes up defending her son. I was actually 


able to clarify. Oma was blaming Peter for something Fred hadn’t done. 
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I really like Lynn. She is lively, quick, energetic, psychologically astute and she reads people 
well and I always enjoy speaking with her. Lynn said the favoritism Oma shows toward 
Carol at the expense of her other children really bothers her. Then Fred, Lynn and I 
discussed politics, Detroit and inner city violence. It was the first time I have ever enjoyed a 
political discussion at this table. Marria was lost and Eric and Toni drifted away, using April 
as an excuse. Oma called — the matriarch asserting her presence. 

Saw some new photos of Fred’s cousin Carol. She looked airbrushed! I couldn’t 
help noticing the proprietary way her arm was draped over her husband, Bob. She is 
obsessed with perfection, in appearance, as a wife, as some kind of efficiency expert and I 
presume this extends into her career. Lynn made a dry comment about Carol’s “high- 


falutin’ plans and grandiose schemes.” 


Sept. 21 

Well, life goes on even after being purged. Lynne Murphy hired Lei Zhou (another casual) 
instead of me for the position. Basically ?ve been lied to, used as a fool and a sucker and a 
stooge, just cheap labour. Murphy never had any intention of hiring me and was fighting 
for Lei all summer. She told me in her office I was “hard-working, creative and innovative” 
but she was hiring Lei. Instead of laying me off she sent me over to Theo Lawrence’s 
Database Management department, which is the Russian front of technical services, full of 
lifetime casuals who have been there longer than I have. They are trying to make this look 
like an exchange. 

On my last day I told Ivan I was leaving. We shook hands. He looked very upset 
then angry, He said, “That woman ...” and spat something in Russian out the side of his 
mouth. 

They took me out for a very nice lunch and toasted me. Only Ivan refused to 
participate in the toast. I drank a couple of glasses of wine and cracked jokes with Terry 


about being fired and sent to the “Ostfront.” 
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6K 


Well at least I have my Thursday Peel Pub pals, Susan Ward and Debra Yee. These are two 
other casuals caught in the system. Susan Ward has been doing her job for months now. 
She’s in a terrible position because no one knows when or if Sylvie will come back Even if 
Sylvie doesn’t come back and the job is posted, Susan will most likely lose it to an internal. 
Susan is watm, sympathetic and fun. Debra Yee has been doing George’s job in the 
receiving room all summer. Her job was posted shortly after mine and she has been left on 
hold for a long time as well. Things aren’t looking good for her. An internal and a 
relocation employee have applied. Debra is really cool. She is Chinese but doesn’t speak the 
language. She was born in Trinidad and her family lives in Ontario. Like me she came to 
Montréal because she likes it and wants to make a go of living here. She’s convinced she'll 
never get into the McGill system for the same reasons I won’t. She’s educated, isn’t very 
good at sucking up. She is original, has opinions and a life outside of work. Three strikes. 
She has also run afoul of the Collections Office in much the same way I ran afoul of Lynne 


Murphy. 


eK 


Marsha, John and Bill were visiting their friends Terry and Carole on the West Island. Fred 
and I met them for brunch at Chenoy’s. Since Marsha is now a chaplain and has even 
conducted a service at her mother’s church (just outside of Barrie) the topic of religion 
came up. John, Terry and Carole were all brought up Catholic. Marsha listed the courses 
she had to take as part of her Theology program and then spieled on — again - about how 
she doesn’t belong to a faith group and how she’s not a Christian. She identifies herself as 


agnostic. 
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Somehow the discussion turned to crosses vs crucifixes. No one at the table understood 
the symbolism of the empty cross. Bill said, “Without Christ on the cross what can it 
possibly meanP” Seeing dead Jews strung up on crosses doesn’t exactly thrill me, but I 
thought it was an interesting question and questioned how an empty cross can symbolize 
christianity when Christ isn’t present. Well, Marsha bristled and flew to the defense of the 
Protestant view of focusing on the resurrection rather than death, and the empty cross 
symbolizes Christ’s ascent and the “promise.” I had truly never thought about cross vs the 
crucifix symbolism and was happy to hear the two sides. But - interesting words coming 


from a non-christian! 


Sept. 24 

A walk down de Lorimier is always interesting. The neighbourhood is made up mostly of 
Italian immigrants, most of whom now have families living out in the suburbs. Many 
people I’ve met either grew up in this area or have parents who live here. Joe Ronci grew 
up in this building. He and Sandra chose to live here with their family, which I think is 
really gutsy. Also a lot of working class francophones. Bar Pub Marco is an old-timey 
watering hole with pool table, a 1970s strobe light and a fluorescnet juke box. Groups of 
young machos but also a lot of “girl-groups.” In this neighbourhood Italian flags co-exist 
peacefully beside the fleurs-de-lys. The neighbourhood has shifted a lot in the last year or 
so. Many of the Italians with the alleyway gardens (fig trees!) have moved out, replaced by 
working class francophones. All that bounty, the grape vines etc disappearing, making the 
ruelles look more and more barren all the time. 

There has also been an enormous influx of Black people. When we first moved in I 
saw many Black people on the Jarry bus and they lived just to the west and east of us. 
During this past year, many have moved into our neighbourhood. Many women dressing in 
those beautiful bright African print dresses. Every Sunday I look out the window and see 
men, women and children dressed in Sunday finery, carrying Bibles — every bit as 


“churchy” as I can remember from early childhood. 
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Today I noticed something what I can only describe as “old-time Canadian.” I passed by a 
tiny balcony containing a big wooden chair. Beside it was a lacquered barrel with a design 
of maple leaves on it. I saw a maple leap painted on the basement wall of one of the 
duplexes down the street from us. Then there were those bags of books I found on the 
street, containing all those old British and French Canadian turn-of-the-century books. 


Things I could imagine being in my parents’ Ontario basement in the mid-sixties. 


Oct. 4 

Went to hear Richard Underwood from NASA speak, He also showed slides taken from 
space that highlighted environmental changes over the past thirty years of so. He was such 
a good speaker, never dry or technical but kept everything on a human, personal level, 
mixing his encyclopedic knowledge with personal anecdotes and an almost cracker-barrel 
philosophy. I was impressed by how familiar he was with Canada and unlike so many 
American speakers, talked a lot about Canada. 

He showed photos of the growing African dustbowl and talked about 
overpopulation and over-grazing of cattle. Instead of leaving it there or blaming the 
African peoples, he summarized the socio-economic reasons for this development and 
said, “Well, it’s only human nature to want one’s own individual status without thinking of 
the long term.” He also showed photos of the Aswan dam and the effect this mega-project 
has had on the fertile triangle, the source of so many of our present-day socio-political 
systems. Underwood and a team of American engineers were sent in to work on this dam. 
They figured out some of the effects the dam would have on the environment. The 
Egyptians kicked the Americans out and called in Soviet engineers to complete the project. 
“Which just goes to show you can’t stop folks anywhere from doing what they think they 
have to do to solve their problems.” 

Apparently there are no photos of Neil Armstrong walking on the moon. 
According to Underwood, all the famous pictures are of Buzz Aldrin. It seems that Aldrin 
was so upset at being number two, he ensured he didn’t take any photos of Armstrong. 
Underwood was the one who had to break the news to LBJ. “LBJ’s language is best left to 


the imagination.” 
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Lake Chad is disappearing off the face of the earth. When I was in public school I 
remember colouring it in blue on maps of Africa. It was eerie in the photograph 
Underwood showed tonight. Spectral, a shadow of itself, like the image of Jesus on the 
Shroud of Turin, a ghostly image on a fragile fabric, something once tangible now only a 
memory, a haunting. 

The first photo from space, the first time people saw our earth from the moon, the 
way continents actually look from a distance, such a vast view and at the same time so 
similar to looking at cells under a microscope, this living, swirling fluidity. According to 
Underwood, this was the first time people started thinking on a global level. Maybe the line 
“our little blue planet third from the sun” could never have been written before this 
photograph. Maybe the world-wide environmental movement would never have mobilized 
otherwise. That photo must have been as revolutionary as seeing the first planets through a 
telescope, or the first cells under a microscope. 

Not just land masses on maps coloured in artificial pinks and oranges, separated by 
black borders, but living fluid colours and textures, no borders except for natural ones, as 
resilient, fragile and easily marked as human skin. Spillways of boulders, thick pouring of 
glaciers, stippling of desert dunes, mustard yellow as gas from the trenches, smudge of oil 
slicks, opaque greyness of clear-cut forests. Everything an emanation of energy, born of 
water and light. Names and borders drained away. Now a planetary topography, a world 
seen anew, of organic form, natural structure and light, a world created of energy. And we 
also see all that humans have done to the earth, distilled to essences, gases, vapours, clouds, 
secretions, colours, now indistinguishable from forms that existed long before humans 
evolved. 

A state irrigation project in Libya reduced to sprocket holes, round holes punched 
into paper. From space, all that exists of this monument are the fading holes, as there is no 
longer any water that can be dredged. The water was twelve million years old, ancient life 


source, now used up. 


6K 


I passed my French exam!!! Otherwise known as the mandatory second language 


requirement for MA candidates. 
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Sept. 30 

Return to Serials. Ivan’s back gave out and he is off work for at least three weeks. I entered 
the area with great trepidation and dear old Terry noticed this. He gave me a wonderful 
warm welcome, put his arm around me then led Brenda and Iro in giving me a standing 
ovation. They gathered around me and applauded and I almost started crying. It’s good in a 
way, coming back and facing both Lynne Murphy and Lei too; good to face dragons head 
on. The department has been especially turbulent lately. Terry unhappy about his upcoming 
move to the second floor (Periodicals section). He and Lynne have been at logger-heads 


over this. 


6K 


Growing animosity between Terry and Lynne Murphy. Terry quite frequently stalks off in 
high dudgeon. He is too touchy and egotistical. He does often misinterpret harmless 
remarks as being directed at him. But he is an intuitive man and he is not stupid. He is 
picking up signals, which are really there. Lynne is pulling the same stunt on him as she did 
on me. He thinks he is being purged — that Lynne is trying to get rid of him and sending 
him to work with the periodicals staff on the second floor is her opening salvo. I have no 
doubt that she would get rid of him if she could. I can’t in all conscience talk him out of his 
feelings because I think he’s right. But Pd rather not be sent back to the Eastern front. I 
am determined to leave on my own terms with a new job in hand. 

Meanwhile on the Acquisitions side, more volatility. Anne Marie Emili 
(Accounting) has an office hidden in the back corner, which few people even know exist. 
This office is used only for storage and performance evaluations. Anne Marie had taped 
some beefcake posters to the walls, Dolph Lundgren and that ilk. Enter Anastassia Khouri- 
St-Pierre, head of the Systems department. She saw them in the office one day last week. 
She is a very powerful, humourless woman, a bureaucratic show-boat who occasionally 
totters around the 6" floor telling Tom how to do his job. Herself, presumably not having 
anything better to do, filed an official request for the posters to be removed as “they are 
not suitable for a representative of McGill.” Anne Marie refused. Someone broke into the 


office and removed them for het. 
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Anne Marie marched down to Herself’s office and physically threatened her. She also went 
in and threatened Eric Ormsby (library director). She also took it to Principal Johnson, who 
just happens to be a good friend of her powerful father, a McGill prof who has bailed her 
out of trouble more than once. She also filed a police report citing vandalism, stolen 
property, etc. 

I have mixed feelings about this whole fiasco. I feel AM is within her rights to file a 
police report. I do enjoy seeing McGill bureaucracy tweaked by a loose cannon like AM. 
However, considering the real exploitation that goes on, especially labour, a fight over 
some posters seems awfully trivial to me. It also seems as if once again, there is one rule for 
some and another for anyone not part of the system. I can’t even go to Concordia 
University at night without it being held against me! Even though McGill doesn’t offer 
night classes in my program. Anne Marie, because she is an internal, in a supervisory 
position, and because she has a powerful father who happens to be a good pal of the 
principal, can rampage around, physically threaten administrators and maybe get two weeks 


suspension without pay. 


Oct. 9-11 

Visit from Patty. Her boyfriend, Rommel, couldn’t make it, and I have to admit I’m not 
sorty to see her on her own. I like meeting people at the train station, wandering the 
concourse I used to go every day when I worked at TPF&C and the FBDB, when I was 
part of the world instead of trapped at Bedlam-on-the-Hill. People-watching always fun. 
Man’s voice calling, “Girls! Girls!” I looked around and saw he was addressing a group of 
men, all dressed in black leather. 

People started ascending up the escalator, and there was Patty, self-contained, 
indomitable, thoughtful with those traces of shyness and vulnerability too. When I’m with 
her I always find my interest in the day-to-day reawakened. All her keen observations on 
what is going on around us awakens my own interest. Went for brunch at the Croissant de 
lune and passed some of the new po-mo office towers that have been completed since I 
started working at McGill. The huge new IBM building is quite the high-tech monument. 


Days of work and thesis have given me tunnel vision; so good to get out. 
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Also so good seeing the city through Patty’s eyes. We passed all the Oui and Non 
referendum signs. I told her about how volatile the political situation is here. We both find 
it interesting how worked up Québec gets over federalism and Canadian political issues. 
The Charlottetown Accord is another attempt by Mulroney and the premiers to amend the 
Canadian constitution, specifically to bring Québec into the constitutional fold. One of the 
repercussions would be a greatly decentralized government, which is bringing out some 
very strong feelings. Mulroney submitted the Accord to a national referendum and all the 
excitement is right here. 

Patty snapped photos of referendum signs. She says no one is really taking it 
seriously in Toronto, most consider it a phony war. I find the strange alliances and 
coalitions most interesting, how a major women’s group who came out in favour of the 
Non side had to officially state that they were not siding with the “Reform Party.” It seems 
no one on either side can make the decision without qualifying it, or disassociating 
themselves from undesirable people and groups who are all of a sudden on their side. A 
really interesting version of “the enemy of my enemy is my friend.” 

While standing on a corner we saw someone tape up a “Federalists for No” sign, all 
in Canadian (or blood?) red. Patty had to get a picture of that one. We laughed over 
Richard Holden’s much ballyhooed defection to the Parti Québecois. What a riot. The man 
is a professional politician, who has now made the rounds of all the political parties in 
Québec. He was elected to the legislature in the 1989 election in Westmount as a candidate 
of the federalist English-rights Equality Party. Trudeau, as imperious as ever, wrote a 
stirring piece for the Non side in Maclean’s magazine. Meanwhile, Josh Freed wrote a very 
eloquent column for the Oui side. This all seems so typical of Montréal. 

Patty gave me a copy of the manuscript she sent to the CBC literary competition. 
Tm really honoured and touched and will add this to my Patty Archer collection. She took 
a nap so I slipped out to the park to read the ms. It was lovely reading a friend’s 


manuscript surrounded by luminous reds, oranges, golds. 
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The manuscript is called The Whiskey-Haired Man and includes some thesis poems and some 
new work. She includes government documents, letters and even her father’s death 
certificate. Using this “outside” material gives the ms a souvenir, scrapbook quality, which 
makes it so much more poignant. The documentary aspect is transformed by the poetry 
but the reverse is also true. It’s interesting how Patty can write from the personal while 
always retaining the private. Her power comes from compression, intense understatement. 
These qualities make the poetry as private as they are personal. Dualities which really work 
together in her work. 

Saturday dinner at Amelio’s and then we wandered Old Montréal. I haven’t roamed 
there after dark in a long time. Such a mix of wintry hard-scrabble industrialization and 
still-life Old European imperialism. Buildings which are now historical heritage buildings 
must have looked grim and alarming when first constructed. Some block long buildings 
now turned into condos. It seems as if the rich own all the green space, the water and also 
history. I love trying to imagine this area in the past, the people who would have 
congregated at the church; sailors, merchants, government officials, transplanted royalty 
etc. 

Then we went to the Blue Angel. The band wasn’t half bad. Lots of women cutting 
loose with each other on the dance floor. Patty and I speculated on destiny, how things 
happened in our lives. If she hadn’t worked in a gas station and fallen in love with the 
manager who had gone to university, she might never have gone herself. If she hadn’t 
flunked grade twelve English, she might not have been so determined to succeed in 
English. When Patty got her BA from University of Victoria, her mother put her picture in 
the Port Alberio paper. 

We went to a baseball game at the Big O; Blue Jays vs the Oakland As. The Jays 
were way behind then started winning in the 8" inning. It was a double-header and the Jays 
pulled it off. Disorienting sense of space and distance. Occasionally the field looked huge 
but more often it seemed so small, the players crammed together. I was surprised by how 
close the pitcher seemed to the batter. Pll never forget that one time Fred and I went to a 
game, coming out of the metro into this flying saucer and how tiny the players looked on 
the field and every sound reverberated. Baseball players have wonderful names - 


Maldonado, for instance. That’s a Pinocchio name. He needs to run bases in a black cloak. 
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eK 


Met Dave McKnight outside the McCord Museum. Went for coffee at a Van Houtte on 
McGill College. Always strange to be in a workplace hang-out on a weekend with people 
who aten’t co-workers. Dave was edgy, trying to complete his thesis in time for his 
deadline. His thesis is a 400 page bibliography on small presses in Canada. His introduction 
is 40 pages. He was distracted, deep in thesis fever, not his usual articulate self. 

Patty and I toured the museum. I think there must be a rule that all renovated 
buildings must have entrances that look like the entrances to office towers. Maybe so the 
rush hour crowd always knows where they are. Let’s not let history get in the way of office 
biosphere world. I was fascinated by the fictitious views of Montréal depicted by German 
and other European illustrators. We saw buildings sketched as replicas of European 
landmarks, Montréal transformed into a replica of Augsburg Germany. German clock 
towers, gables and shutters only with wild Indians on the boulevard! 

Clothing display also very interesting. I had a tendency to think all women’s 
clothing until the twentieth century was ornate, elaborate and physically paralyzing. Of 
coutse this is way too simplistic. Earlier dresses were much simpler, some were long and 
flowing, truly lovely. It seems that it was only around the turn of the century, the Industrial 
Age, where women were expected to do nothing but compensate men for the inhumanity 
of their business world, that the dresses started looking like furniture. A near perfect 


melding of woman and sick-bed. The “Angel in the House.” 


eK 


Passed an old warehouse while taking Patty to the train station. It came alive for me after 
seeing the photos of industrial Montréal at the McCord. I can now really see it as an 
industrial seaboard city, worn but still monolithic brown brick, white lettering fading to a 
ghostly Cyrillic. Two Montréal icons side by side; a hot dog steamé restaurant and a sex 
shop. Then a bizarre extermination place, all purple neon strip lighting with paintings of 


vermin all over the windows. 
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Oct. 14 

Lights off in my Metro car this afternoon; how shadowy and mysterious the ride became. 
An old European train during wartime. People in long coats boarded, long skirts, slim 
ankles, high heels. The train in Zentropa, a pre-war monster with the bitter essence of 
Eastern Europe, soldiers, glamour, tears, the dispossessed and fleeing, a loved one receding 
into the distance. Scarred wooden panelling, heavy steel window latch, stretched net of the 


luggage rack. And how utterly foreign the name “Crémazie,” at the end of the line. 


6K 


Terry took Susan and me out for a Chinese buffet lunch and he even ordered us all wine! 
Kathy was utterly flabbergasted, said it was unheard of, Terry had never done anything like 
that before. I think Susan has charmed the socks off him. 


eK 


Off to Burlington via the Victoria Bridge. I love crossing bridges. Ghostly IBM building, 
almost sinister as if designed to suggest power. Its true size and purpose, shadowy people 
in shadowy offices not supposed to be detected, only intuited. Hydroplaning around 
corners. Rain, blustery wind, flocks of leaves. I do love crossing bridges. The US is a 
country as strange in its way as any I can imagine. Passed some churches made of wood 
with semi-circle windows, like houses with third eyes. What could be stranger than 
American money? 

Halloween icons everywhere. Headless effigies, stuffed bodies with pumpkin heads, 
ghosts drifting across front yard cemeteries, a walk literally on someone’s doorstep. A witch 
and a Frankenstein share a beer on a porch while a headless couple holds hands across a 
picnic table. Dried cornstalks catching the light — countryside fibre optics. Mysterious 
pumpkin fields. Huge American flags, many Clinton/Gore signs, a few for Ross Perot 
coexisting with the Halloween spirits and Ste-Marie-de-Bains in front of New England 
frame houses. The countryside is alive. Saw a very cheery looking Clinton campaign office 


in Burlington. I think Clinton is going to win the election. 
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Drive to Waitsfield. Hiked up a trail. In sheltered places the trees are still brilliant, birches 
zigzageing like lightning. Vermont such a fluid land, roads flowing like rivers into valleys. A 
country dreamed into existence. Smoky grey until you look again and the world is on fire. 
Golden glow of ancient afternoons, Arcadia. Oceanic Underhill mountains at night, the 
way they appear like dark waves or solid cloudbanks. On the road leading to our camping 
spot on Mount Mansfield, I feel as if I’ve been transported somewhere very far away into a 
dream where history, memory and magic meet, but on such a deep level I feel it without 
knowing exactly what it is. No visit to Vermont is complete without a dinner at Leunig’s. 
Hunters in camouflage looks as if they are creating a roadblock, an ambush, paramilitary 
police forces, villagers with torches and pitchforks, a scene out of Unsolved Mysteries. And we 


finally leave the last village outpost before heading up the road to Dracula’s castle. 


Oct. 26 
Charlottetown Accord referendum night. I ended up voting non, mostly because ’m not 
sute how much power should be turned over to the provinces, especially resources like 
forestry, logging, mining, etc. Provincial governments can be rapacious and I only have to 
visit Barrie to see how provincial and municipal governments end up in the pockets of 
developers. I loathe the thought that New York State can monitor Hydro-Québec’s state 
monolith “Grande Baleine,” and the Canadian government cannot intervene. Watched 
Peter Mansbridge on the CBC, although I don’t like his style. I did enjoy the way he signed 
on to his Alberta audience by announcing, “Good evening. The Charlottetown accord is 
DOA — dead on arrival,” and then an hour later telling BC viewers, “It is dead — the level 
of rejection is stunning.” 

As huge areas on the map of Canada glowed kryptonite green, the Nova Scotia and 
Ontario races lingered on, too close to call. Nova Scotia eventually went No at 51%. 
Ontario was 50/50 all along, the Yes side squeaking through with a margin of 1200 of so 


votes. This isn’t Bill Davis’s Ontario any more! 
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The visual displays actually hide the ambivalence of the actual numbers. Newfoundland 
voted a resounding Yes, but only 54% of the population voted. Québec, who predictably 
went No had an 85% turn-out, reflecting my street-side observations. CBC seemed to take 
a rather populist approach to the proceedings, making me wonder how things really work 
in Media-land. How would they have presented the findings if the Yes side had won the 
country? Their commentators kept going on about how the Canadian people had voted 
against the elites and that became the theme of the evening, rolling off so many tongues I 
really wonder what they would have said had the other side won. Did they have a second 


script or would they have said exactly the same things? 


6K 


Sit Jefforie called on my birthday. Caught up on all the gossip. Apparently Eastview had a 
25" anniversary reunion this fall Neither of us heard about it. We joked about not having 
any of them over to the palace. Bernie Smith was also in Barrie and there was a choir 
reunion. I never heard anything about that either. Bernie did get in touch with Jeffs 
mother, but the elusive Sir J evaded them. He was afraid Bernie would make everyone sing 
— and that was what he did. He also told me the Professor’s father died recently. Also, the 
83 year old man she was “involved with” died. She basically confirmed to Sir J they were 
seeing each other, and also told him she was getting by only because his family was being 
so good to her. Her affair with this man created a scandal and although she was as discreet 
as she could be, she never stopped seeing him. All of this is from Sir J. I haven’t heard a 
word from her since she left Ron. I sent her a card and letter but recetved no answer and 
that may be because she moved. The only reason Sir J knows about the affair is because he 
lived in the same retirement home as Sit J’s parents! His mother told him about how Janet’s 
clothes were strewn on the floor, etc. Sit J and I joked, we talked about the referendum and 
it was great hearing from him. ’m glad we're still friends. I’ve known him since grade two 


and we’re only a week apart in age. But I feel a bit haunted by Janet. Where is she now? 
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6K 


After Jadwiga and Esther prodded Lynne, we finally got a work get-well card for Ivan. I 
wrote a message, “Greetings from Penguinia” and then a quotation from Cicero, translated 
into classical Italian, which said, “The battalions of fools are endless.” Then added, “Hope 
you’re better soon — I miss you.” Well, it ended up creating quite a stir. Martin Cohen, head 
of the acquisitions department wanted to know where the quotation came from. He and 
Lynne had talked and she knew it had something to do with fools and smoke. I found the 
quote in Latin, Italian and classical Italian. I wrote it in classical Italian because Ivan speaks 
both Italian and classical Italian and I knew someone in the vicinity could speak Italian and 


Latin. Turns out Martin Cohen is fluent in all three. Only in a university library ... 


6K 


Fred’s Aunt Lynn called from Detroit and heard all about the politics surrounding Oma’s 
latest American tour. Lynn put her foot down so Oma is going to visit Peter and Debbie 
and not just Carol. Lynn said she’s always resented the way Oma plays favourites, and 
especially the way she slights Peter just because he doesn’t work for a big company like 
Phillips or Ford. Peter runs a church. Literally. He builds and sets up music, light and 
sound systems for the church. Sounds to me like he is very busy and that it would be 
interesting and rewarding work for him. Lynn is an aunt by marriage and she has become 
my touchstone in this cloistered little world where there are so many egos and superiority 
complexes. I wonder where they get this obsession with their own intelligence. Is it a family 
characteristic only, or does it come from colonial privilege? They’re rich and privileged so 
they must be intelligent? Both, I’m sure. Fascinating the ways in which society and the 


individual intersect. 
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Nov. 4 
Variable winds at work. Kathy told Terry that they were giving the periodicals room job to 
Toi after she returns from Thailand. Terry bristled and said, “What am I then — general 
manager?” Terry figures that with his seniority, he should be the supervisor, so he is 
furious about this news. As soon as Lynne rustled into the department he snapped 
something at her then disappeared for a while. He returned and we assembled for another 
ghastly meeting. Ivan has officially retired “as of 5:15 yesterday.” Pve been put in charge of 
his retirement: card, gift, collection, party, the whole thing. This is such a back-handed, 
typical Lynne Murphy thing to do. I know full well that it’s a form of punishment because I 
was closest to him in the department (if anyone can possibly be said to be close to him). 
But I will do it, I want to, and it certainly won’t be done in a “McGill way.” I think the 
safest thing is to avoid all reference to McGill and there is no way he would ever return to 
Penguinia for a birthday party. 

As for Ivan’s position, ’m not saying a word to anyone about it. As long as Lynne 
Murphy is head of the department I have no chance of being hired. It was Ivan who told 
me not to not to “become like them.” He said “they” would do the same thing to me as 


they were doing to him, and to not let it make me lose sight of what is truly real. 


sk 

Ray Beauchemin called me. He’s putting together an anthology of stories from student 
theses. I told him Terry Byrnes is still looking at my thesis and I haven’t revised it yet. Ray 
said Terry had suggested it. So I will be dropping off a copy of the thesis to Ray c/o Terty 


Byrnes’s mailbox. 


6K 


Webster Library (Concordia U) called again about a library position. Unfortunately they can 


only offer four hours a week. But at least they’re calling! 
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6K 


Have chosen Ivan’s retirement card and gift. if I can raise enough money I will get him a 
beautiful book on the Islamic influence on Spanish architecture that I found at the museum 
bookstore. He talked about this subject twice. I wrote in the card, “To me this card 
suggests a mysterious embarkation. It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is 
essential is invisible to the eye. You know this, and I'll miss you.” Esther, Brenda and 
Louise Nadeau told me what I wrote was beautiful. Esther was the closest to him, she has 
known and worked with him for years. She said he was a scholar and a gentleman and that 
he has a Masters in Philosophy from the University of Verona. Brenda, bless her heart, 
wrote something truly lovely about his dignity and intellect. Even Kathy waxed 


philosophical — or did her best! 


eK 


I did get enough money to get the architecture book for Ivan. Now, how to contact him. 
Esther tried calling him several times in the evening but there was no answer. Turns out Iro 
has seen him walking around downtown, not appearing to be in pain. Esther is going to 
wtite him an invitation to go for lunch. Lynne Murphy wanted to use me as bait — claim it 


was my birthday. Umm ... no. 


6K 


Terry Byrnes called this afternoon. Kathy got the phone and called me, “It’s your one and 
only!” TB heard her and we joked about him being my one and only advisor, I haven’t 
been seeing other advisors on the side. I always thought Terry Byrnes and I would make a 
great Mad caricature — what he says vs what I hear. Today he came through loud and clear. 


He said the thesis was impressive and I had achieved a new control! 
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Nov. 20 
Met Terry Byrnes to discuss the thesis. He seemed relaxed, expansive, dressed in jeans. He 
didn’t speak in his usual creative writing terminology; nothing about “upping the ante” or 
“owning the story.” Every time I meet him he brings up our long acquaintance in some 
way. He actually marvelled over the change in my writing since the grad workshop, said I 
showed an impressive mastery of the worlds depicted in the stories. The fictional worlds 
were so convincing they could have been autobiographical. He said they were so 
convincing in the fiction, the autobiographical wasn’t important. He even jokingly asked if I 
had gone into a store and found some miraculous formula to explain this metamorphosis. 

The biggest faults he found, in general, were that I assume too much — too often a 
character’s distress is attributed to deracination (stranger in a strange land) rather than 
working to make the distress located entirely within the character. This isn’t how he said it, 
but I think I understand it better now that i've fumbled around with it in my own words. 
The characters aren’t in any real peril. I’m not sure if ?ve changed or if his approach is 
different but I found him a lot clearer and more direct. He gave a brief analysis of each 
story; not too many surprises. 

“What Might Come Out” is pretty much finished. First thesis piece. 

“Upgrading” was the one that surprised me the most. I thought out of any of the 
stories, this was complete and I had followed it as far as it could go. The only problem I 
foresaw was that the factory sections might be too long and drag down the “present of the 
story.” He had trouble with the story’s entire premise, said the narrator’s relationship with 
her old friends at the factory was done “consummately well,” but the character herself does 
not feel enough distress in her situation. He said, “Well in a couple of years she’ll be all 
right, she'll be fitting in.” He thinks the story needs more desperation, at least a hint that 
she will not fit in and then what will she do. He said my best stories were ones which ended 


with a sense of there being no solution. 
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“The Bastille” was another surprise — this time pleasant. He really liked this story and 
thought the world of the photo lab was so well-developed he asked if I had ever worked in 
a photo lab. He did think the ending was abrupt and too focused on Constantine, rather 
than the narratot’s reaction, her trying to come to some decision or reaction to the events. I 
thought Elie’s reactions were very direct and I had put an awful lot of McGill into the story 
but maybe all I need to do is rearrange it a little, place more emotion nearer the end. 

“Into Ontario” was the one story I was sure I should cut from the thesis. It’s 
simply too large to fit into that structure. I had a different opinion every time I looked at it. 
Sometimes I saw the good qualities and I really liked it. Other times I saw the gaps, the 
places I cut, trying to make it into a shorter story to fit into a thesis. Terry said he’s like to 
see it revised, separately, published by itself. He said it had the potential of becoming my 
most sophisticated piece, said the split point of view was excellent. He said there was a 
strong pull in the story to the night, the trails and this couple has to completely descend 
into this world to be able to emerge from it. 

“Outside the Story” needs a more pressing reason why Richard needs to find out 
his grandmother’s war story — what is at stake for him. “Upping the ante” again. I intended 
the story as being about a man who goes to Europe in quest of a war story but finds 
himself confronted with European colonialism. He becomes awate that this is the real story 
for him and the war story is too inextricably linked for him to ever really know the “truth” 
about it. Exploration of a North American desire to find a happy ending, or a clear cut 
story of heroes and villains, something the cunning grandmother will never provide him. 

“Almost Familiar” had become for me the story of a relationship between a 
character who felt she had lost everything, with a country which had lost so much due to 
communist occupation. It’s a three-sided relationship. Eva identifies with the country and 
its history and almost turns against Richard and her implicit identification of him with the 
more prosperous Germans. No accident the story begins on the autobahn with the “peanut 
cars.” Terry said I wasn’t fully in control of the story. I agree, it’s still shifting and swirling 


around me, but we both think it’s an important one for me to continue. 
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Nov. 20 

To Kingston. Marsha so rich and intelligent compared to most people at work. She may be 
self-centred but I can live with that. Evening of good food and talk with someone 
fascinating who is doing something that fascinates me. She talked about her first mother’s 
death, how her father wouldn’t allow the children to feel grief. Grief was shame. 
Marguerite and Martin became protectors of the father, which did nothing for the 
emotions of the children. 

Marsha’s brother Martin is 6'4, very thin and lives in an apartment where the 
curtains (inherited from the previous owner) have never been pulled. He knocked down all 
the walls and lives like a hermit amongst the ruins, an asthmatic in a house covered in 
plaster dust. He drinks beer, chain smokes, his skin has a greyish tint. He collects strange 
lamps, posters of Pete Townshend, listens to “weird music.” He doesn’t talk much but 
when he does, he will utter some unsettling remark out the side of his mouth. He has never 
talked about their mother’s death and Marsha says his feelings have dried up inside and he 
has become an emotionally impoverished, life-negating ghost-man. Hearing this story of 
his life made me shiver. 

Mote than ever I admire Marsha’s will to embrace life, her desire to talk about the 
truth, attempts to heal. She had a long talk with “new mom,” Marge, and discovered Marge 
also went through hell. Marge was pregnant (with Derek?) when she married Don, her 
brother-in-law. Her Findley family cut her off because of her perceived disloyalty to Gwen. 
Marge dreamed constantly about Gwen coming back and judging her. Marge had no idea 
of the censorship imposed on the children, the taboo against grief. This poor young 
woman was trying to survive. Hearing her mother Marge’s side of it has been healing for 
Marsha. Marsha has had to confront not only recent grief but also all this repressed grief 


from years ago. I think this is why she became a chaplain. 
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Another dinner party. Bill, Eileen, Deb, John’s sister Pat, Pat Murray, Karen, Ken and their 
son Dylan. Pasta and Italian ice cream. This dinner better than the last one, more 
harmonious. Karen helped with food preparation and table setting while Ken circulated. I 
do love his sense of humour but I think the academic world is taking hold on him. At one 
point we were talking about Unsolved Mysteries and he did a hilarious parody of Robert Stack: 
“Kingston Ontario, a seemingly conservative limestone city in the heart of loyalist Ontario, 
the scene of a grisly murder ...” Then he stopped short as if remembering who he was now 
— and that I was no longer on his approved list. A large group of us then went to Queen’s 
to see a play. It was a lot of fun — even Bill liked it. 

John seemed distant this weekend. He seemed to spend most of the time in the 
basement watching sports. I do sometimes worry that he doesn’t like us, but he seemed 
remote from everyone though. He went to the play with us then faded away again. He said 
something at the beginning of the party; “What do all these people have in common? 
Marsha.” I don’t know if this was just a comment, John stating a fact, putting things in 
reasonable perspective (as he often does), or whether he meant something more by it — 
that we all were there because of Marsha and not his choice. He seemed alienated this 
weekend. Moody. 

Marsha expressed concern that she is pulling away from him and that John is 
becoming boring. She worried that he watches too much TV and doesn’t have sustaining 
interests the way Fred does. I don’t know about that. John is certainly interested in sports 
and current events. He doesn’t discuss her chaplain work. I have no idea if Marsha and 


John will grow together or apart. 


Nov. 27 

The bar across the street has changed hands and it is not a good change. Bar Pub Marco 
has become 38 Special and there are guns on the sign. It also played the loudest music I’ve 
ever heard from a neighbourhood bar, on into 3 AM. I don’t think Club Metropolis is this 
loud. The old bar occasionally blasted its music, but Fred or Sandra would call the police 
and then they would shut the door and that solved the problem. This time the doors were 


closed. 
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Pred called the police. He said he saw the cops drive up and park near the alley. Instead of 
approaching the bar, the cops walked around our building as if we were the criminals. Fred 
went out to tell them what was going on. He said the cops looked like thugs and the one 
who did all the talking wasn’t wearing a name badge. Fred also said he could tell it had been 
deliberately removed. The cop told Fred the bar had a permit to play loud music, and if the 
doors and windows are closed, there’s nothing they can do. The only thing we can do is call 
the city’s noise complaints bureau. They never even entered the bar to find out if they have 
a permit. 

I have always enjoyed the mix of people in this neighbourhood but lately ’ve been 
feeling the balance has shifted, and the 38 Special seems to symbolize exactly how it’s been 
shifting. Sandra also heard the noise and it kept her up all night too. I really don’t want to 


move. I don’t want to lose these good people as landlords! 


26K 


Saw The Castle (Howard Barker) at the renovated Moyse Hall (McGill). Best play I’ve seen 
in a long time. This play tells the story of Stucley and his companions, Batter and Krak, 
returning from some crusade to some Middle Easter country to find their community 
transformed by the women they left behind. It explores the whole idea of society by 
analyzing power relationships between the ruling class of a nameless medieval society and 
peasants going from the medieval period to the present day. Barker tosses crusaders, 
Reagan’s Star Wars project, cold war politics all into the same pot. He depicts a medieval 
lord’s struggle to reclaim his former position through the politics of fear and repression, 
which are represented by the new castle and its huge walls. 

Wonderful witty scathing lines blending current and medieval languages. I loved the 
flashes of MTV imagery — crusaders standing on scaffolding, rising behind the sea walls 
like rock stars, smoke bombs going off. I loved Holiday’s version of the baseball cap: his 
Viking horns. Just what a medieval-ish labourer would wear on the job. Also loved the 
rabble behind the scenes, working on the castle, listening to a radio station playing 


Gregorian chants. 
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It reminded me a lot of a Shakespeare play, an amalgamation of languages, themes, pop 
culture of the time, metaphysics, cosmologies and colloquialisms. The play showed cultural 
displacement, treatment of women under patriarchy, how power coalesces, sexual 
limitations imposed by the church and the effects of industrialization. The lighting was 
excellent and showed us how the building of the castle affects its environment. It was so 
good I wondered if the lighting director walks around a city observing how light changes 
when a thirty-story building is erected on a vacant lot. We watch these men recreating the 
world, moving the seawall out to the edge of the stage. 

I loved the way the play dealt with organized religion, the formation of The Church 
of Jesus Christ the Lover, where milk represented semen in church services. It drew a lot 
of serious parallels of the formation of the christian church, the suppression and murder or 
women’s worship. I also loved the sweet-faced wistful pries who was constantly co-opted 
into all Stucley’s power-grabbing schemes, the crosses around his neck becoming larger and 
stranger, and how he ended up dressed in a ratty poncho with a tool bag on his head. 
When the priest disparages Skinner, tells her she possesses only a woman’s mentality, 


Skinner just keep shouting, “That’s a bloody tool bag on your head!” 


Dec. 1 

Today on the 6" floor: Lynne Murphy no longer wearing her head scarf. Her hair is quite 
short, permed and not long and black the way I imagined it. It’s a medium brown with a 
suggestion of red. Fun watching everyone on the floor doing a double-take. At break, 
Cynthia suggested maybe Lynne wore the scarf as mourning and the mourning period has 
ended for her. She looks less enigmatic and more vulnerable without it. At times she 
looked quite vulnerable, the hurt and self-protective expression I occasionally see on 
people’s faces who use sarcasm as a defense. Interesting how she comes out with very 
personal remarks and I think it really does upset her that Ivan hated her. I will always find 


her moody, enigmatic and some kind of nemesis figure. 
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She constantly makes sarcastic remarks about my friendship with Ivan, ever since I was 
given the “retirement mission.” I can’t hate her though. She is intelligent, interesting and 
astute about people, even if she uses this ability in underhanded ways. I find myself saying 
too much around her. At times she seems sympathetic and I forget this subconscious level 
to her. There is always some reason for the conversation, an edge to the humour, some 
desire to ferret out information. She draws it out of people and even though I know what 
she is doing, I still fall for it. In the staff elevator, she asked me if Terry was pestering me. I 
said he rarely bothered me. She then told me she had some sympathy for him. Then like 
the idiot I am I agreed with her and said I had a lot of sympathy for him and rumours are 
very hard to live with day after day. The conversation ended. She got what she wanted 
from me — that I sympathized with Terry and was plotting with him behind her back. That 
is what she thinks of me, that is why she hates me, and that is exactly why she hates my 


friendship with Ivan. 


6K 


Job interview with Dorothy Gowan at McGill Law Library. She launched into a diatribe 
about McLennan, basically seeing McLennan as this rapacious colonizer out to crush the 
autonomy of all other libraries. All the law library policies seem to be designed to be as 
different from McLennan as possible. On paper the job itself seems tailor-made for me - 
Ive done it all before. However, it felt as if I was called for the interview only because she 


wanted to yell at someone who worked at McLennan. 


Dec. 3 

I didn’t get the law library job but Ray Beauchemin is publishing my thesis story “Almost 
Familiar” in his upcoming anthology. The anthology is to be published next spring to 
coincide with the opening of the Webster Library. It will include excerpts from fiction, 
poetry and drama theses drawn from the past fifteen years. Which means my story, which 
isn’t really finished yet, could be in with authors like Scott Lawrence or Nino Ricci. Seems 


like a pretty big honour! 
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6K 


Serials department took Terry T out for lunch at William Tell’s. I could tell he was very 
pleased although he fussed about having to spend the lunch with Lynne. I ended up sitting 
beside Lynne and across from Kathy. Brenda was tense, picking at her food. Painful to 
watch her confronting food, her power-struggle against anything on her plate. I really like 
Brenda, though. She is perceptive, often quite sensitive and enjoys Bugs Bunny jokes as 
much as I do. Lynne and Kathy talked shop and I concentrated on my food. Then Kathy 
mentioned a stupid conservative MP, who said food banks only encouraged the poor and 
made them dependent. What kind of logic motivates these people? Kathy said she couldn’t 
believe someone from the government could have this attitude. Lynne and I almost spoke 
in unison, saying not only could we believe it but it’s typical of the Mulroney government. 
This government came in on the slip-stream of Reagan-Bush and the wake of the 
rampaging business ethos of the 1980s. Lynne and I continued talking about the recession 
and UIC cutbacks. She even joked about shooting him. Then the conversation swerved to 
children caught in bad family situations and I found out that Lynne does some work in her 
community counselling families. She said too many social agencies concentrate on 
removing the women and children instead of trying to improve the unit itself. Best talk I 


have ever had with her. Too bad she hates me. 


Dec. 16 

Sixth floor party. Tinsel, blinking lights, a feast of international foods. Everyone all dressed 
up, yet no one really mingled. Everyone kept to their groups, far shyer and more inhibited 
than on an average workday where everyone is in everyone else’s business. Familiar 
colleagues became strangers at a cocktail party. Susan Ward, who did all the decorating, 


also talked Martin Cohen into playing Santa Claus. 
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Dec. 17 

The real party for me — Howard Ross. Fred came down the mountain to join us. Jane was 
there, pontificating and filling the wine glasses. Very happy to see her. She is so interesting. 
She talked about moving to a management position. I really hope it happens. God knows 
McGill needs her. I can see her as being a martinet for policy, but considering how 
erratically and arbitrarily any kind of policy is enforced (or not) I can appreciate her 
consistency and her sense of justice. I actually hero-worship her a little and that doesn’t 
happen often. 

Bob and his wife were there. Bob Clarke’s wife was outrageous. She made sexual 
innuendoes about Bob, turned every remark into a double entendre. Learned more about 
Bob Clarke’s sex life than I could ever want to (he’s uncircumcised). She is high-strung, 
very ambitious and corporate, like Bob. But in all other respects they seem like opposites. 
Bob seems so buttoned up and easily embarrassed — he blushed when Gail and I used to 
make our jokes. Bob’s wife argued with Jane, at one point ordering Jane to shut up! Gail 
and I looked at each other. It was completely unlike any McGIII party I’ve ever attended — 
more like corporate parties where execs drink too much and behave in ways that could get 
them fired. This was a real “office party.” I do like Bob, though. He’s a maverick. You 
really have to wonder about an institution when a military man is its most notorious 
maverick. He wants McGill to run like a corporation. 

Pred and I gave Jane a ride home and she invited us in for a last glass of wine. I felt 
honoured. I met the cats; Cleo and Mimi. Nikki died and Jane got another little shy black 
and white cat from Dr Banon. I admired her great collection of books. Fred mentioned he 
was photo editor at The Oueen’s Journal, so Jane got out her graduation yearbook and Fred 
picked out photos he had taken for it. He had started Queens the year she graduated, and I 


arrived two years after Fred. 
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Dec. 25 

Christmas dinner at Eric and Toni’s. Toni’s parents, Fred’s mother and Oma — the last stop 
on her latest world tour. Fred and Toni’s father talked about aviation, a subject which has 
always interested Pred. Fred was excited to discover Toni’s father used to own a small 
plane airport just outside of Montréal. Oma is 92 and starting to show her age. To me 
Oma’s accent seemed thicker and she lapsed more frequently into Dutch. Toni and Fred 
noticed it too. Fred’s mother is neither emotionally or physically prepared for her mother’s 
aging. 

Oma has been in North America since October and went to Michigan to visit 
Carol. She brought back Carol’s business card, which had her photo on it and said, 
“Introducing Dr Carol van der Harst, Physiatrist.” (Yes, that is what the card said — I 
haven’t left any letters out.) I am guessing physiatrist is the same, or closely related to 
physiotherapist. From Michigan Oma went to BC to visit a friend, and then she did go to 
California to see Debbie and family. Lynn won her battle. 

She is still the most fascinating person in the room; complex, intriguing, full of 
dualities and oppositions, liberal in her views for a woman of her time, place and class, yet 
still formal and hierarchical compared to the North Americans. She has a way of 
identifying with the underdog, which intrigues me. She saw Fred and me sitting on the 
couch, a little detached from everyone else and she immediately sat down bedside us and 
told us she preferred being in this out of the way corner. Although she commands 


attention I think she really does prefer to be alone. 


Dec. 26 

Classic drive to Barrie. Roads clear and dry until we reached the Simcoe County line. 
Suddenly the blinking lights of the snowplow going down the 400. One half of this frontier 
race track was snow-covered, while our side was clear and dry. Montréal was snowless 
when we left. It was as if Barrie existed in a different country. So much new development, 
unfamiliar neon, cheesy signs, dreary strip malls but all cloaked in layers of fresh white 
snow. All the pine trees in snow. Fields lying lonely and lunar in dim snow light. Soft, 


concealing, luminous snow. 
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Population 60,000 now, surpassing Cornwall, gaining on Kingston. With its proximity to 
cottage country and of course the thousand-pound gorilla, Toronto, it’s too bad city 
councils here couldn’t plan things a little better. Anyone should have see this growth was 
inevitable (location location location) and prepared for the services needed for a large 
influx of people. Only now is the city planning to construct another hospital. People must 
still go to Toronto for fairly routine medical care. Legions of portables have sprouted 
around every school. I was in grade 13 when they first appeared at Eastview and we were 
reassured that it was only temporary. Now they are around every school in the city. 

Pod houses continue their inexorable march across every field, down every hill, 
filling in every private and intimate woods or vacant lot I knew as a kid. No private spaces 
any more, no little places to escape to, to dream or reflect. They are all vanishing, being 
filled in. Makes me think of razed villages during periods of collectivization. Removal of 
the private and the individual. 

A boom town is interesting to observe (from a distance). Barrie has always had this 
rapid rapacious growth mentality. It is a city which has little concern for history. They tore 
down the plain white city hall and replaced it with a weird outline of the building they tore 
down. Old farmhouses have become palaces for new developments, old brick painted 
purple, fuchsia, flags flying, signs proclaiming “Shanty Bay Estates.” The old Victorians 
that haven’t been torn down are tarted up, turned into parodies of themselves. There is no 
land in Barrie any more, only real estate. 

For years Barrie billed itself on city signs, maps, etc as “Ontario’s Most Progressive 
City.” But their idea of progressive is only unlimited growth and population numbers. 
While rambling through the city the people looked so small-townish, as if Barrie was not 
larger than Prescott. Maybe everyone we saw was in a post-holiday depression, or maybe 
people you see in malls always look like this, but there is definitely something lacking in the 
midst of all this growth. There doesn’t seem to be any intellectual or cultural expansion to 
go along with the physical growth. No good theatres or bookstores. Not one place sold 
international newspapers. Even Whitby had that. Fred and I finally found a half decent 
Italian restaurant, the first good food I’ve ever had in Barrie. It’s as if all this expansion was 
suddenly imposed on a core group of die-hard survivors, old small-town Batrie-ites, a 


growth that is not organic. 
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If Barrie is becoming a satellite of Toronto (which is the refrain I hear every time I come 
here) where are those people? Where is the ethnic diversity? Where are the young people? 
Where is the new blood? Are people moving here and spending all day driving to and from 
Toronto? There’s a real emotional and spiritual depression at the heart of all this progress. 
Visited my mother and Boot and felt a rush of freedom heading back down the 400 to 


‘Toronto. 
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